LORD ROBERTS

1914

HE passed m the very battle-smoke

Of the war that he had descried
Three hundred mile of cannon spoke

When the Master-Gunner died

He passed to the very sound of the guns;

But, before his eye grew dim,
He had seen the faces of the sons

Whose sires had served with him.

He had touched their sword-hilts and greeted

each

With the old sure word of praise;
And there was virtue in touch and speech

As it had been in old days,
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